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The Intergalactic Tale 
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Summary 


In a far away kingdom, Juno of Steel, the Monarch, begins to suspect that there is something 
dangerous occurring in his life. He wants to take matters into his own hands, but doesn't 
realize the full extent to what the trouble may cause if he chooses to do so. 


Will he find out the truth, or will it all come crumbling down? 


This fanfic is based on the play The Winter's Tale written by William Shakespeare. 


Notes 


"I speak as my understanding instructs me and as my honesty puts it to utterance." 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Thy corrupt punishments of many who are considered guilty art often justified by what 
exactly placed them in that exact moment at the exact time. Whatever thy case may be, and 
hopefully one with undesirable consequences that we do not meet ourselves, we should feel 
sorrow for those convicted for something that their mind, soul, and body did not participate 
in. 


My dear reader, although these such topics are relevant to the story I am telling you today, 
and ones that I, myself, have been forced to undergo, we do not have time to bask in the light 
of these such details that make up important components of our tragic tale, so let us begin, for 
there is so much to learn in so little time. 


In days of yore there existed a kingdom known as Hyperion. The monarch, Juno of Steel, 
lived with his husband and young son in a glorious castle that established itself on the planet 
Mars. A cobalt-tinted dome sheltered the nation from exterior terrors who wished to impair 
the contents inside. The townsfolk prided themselves on peace and tranquility. It was 
appraised by many as a somber place, one of many situated on the red orbiting sphere, yet it 
continued to prevail among the competitors. A simple nation that held little to no advanced 
machinery, but one that was able to keep its people secured. 


Less than a year ago, the monarch of the realm had invited his childhood friend, who was 
also a monarch himself, to spend some time with the family. His name was Bartholomew 
Mercury, although he favored the moniker Mick, and he governed the Country of Metanoia. 
Few areas in Cerberus Providence possessed such an optimistic demeanor. No other setting at 
the time could rival its hospitable temperament. 


King Mick of Mercury was a kind-hearted, yet not the sharpest, soul who had recently grown 
wistful towards the place he promised to care for. He recognized that in his heart he could not 
depart from his dear friend’s abode without notifying him of the procedure he wished to 
pursue. Desiring to arrive home before the intergalactic freeway became too hectic, Mick 
arose from the ottoman issued to him when he first arrived, and exited his quarters to track 
down Juno. 


The gigantic passageway echoed as Mick strolled down them with a pep in his step. A 
repetitive noise of various clicks could be perceived from his high-heeled sneakers that he 
had consistently kept in fine condition. Maids and servants rushed past him in order to fulfill 
their responsibilities. As he traveled by the kitchen doors, the aroma of food, arranged with 
such care and charisma, graced his line of smell like a soft, cool breeze against someone’s 
skin. The further he walked, the closer he became, and the sooner he was able to leave. 


An outspoken maiden, who wore her hair up in a ponytail ornamented with miniature, ivory 
roses, and a dress which sported crepe fabric colored to parallel, noticed the royal vistor walk 
down the passageway, “Oh, valorous sir, is everything alright? Art thou in need of 
assistance?” 


Mick ceased and turned his gaze downwards towards the woman. “Art the Monarch and his 
husband established in the Great Hall?” 


In retaliation, the lady grinned and shook her head. “Aye. Albeit, those gents art more than 
likely not high-lone. Their son may have already returned from his daily stroll through the 
garden.” 


King Mick continued on his way after he thanked the maiden for her assistance. He turned 
his gaze toward the luminosity peeking through the windows leading up to the Great Hall. By 
the time he was to go about counting each window, he had already arrived at the two gigantic 
metal doors that supplied the entryway into the room meant to usher forth light and 
entertainment. To the average commoner, the doors were thought to be only accessed with 
prominent strength or resilient security, but with only a gentle push, King Mercury had 
traveled through them effortlessly. 


The ruler examined the current attendees present in the room. Jet Siquliak, one of Juno’s 
most trusted noblemen, was watering the luminescent greenery residing in the windowsill. 


Juno and Nureyev were engaging in conversation near the staircase. Nureyev, who has been 
struggling with his body for years to bear a second child, and is now anticipating to with one 
at any day, was wearing an outfit so serene that it made both the ideas of internal and external 
beauty weep with envy. Juno wore a dress that shared color with his husband's attire. A shade 
of scarlet matched with the perfect highlights of gold. 


The final figure that Mick could recognize was the son of the two lovers who shared shades 
of colors in their clothes. His name was Helios, and the appearance he possessed was almost 
a carbon-copy of his dear friend Juno. Short curly hair, and a revulsion of blood were among 
the few things he shared in common with his mother. 


It did not take long for Juno to recognize that his dear friend had entered the recreational 
area. With a smile, he signaled for Mick to come over and begin discussions with the two of 
them. “Well, look who it is. We were beginning to fret if you were going to appear or not.” 


“Of course I would show,” Mick began as he stretched his back. “but I am delighted to have 
caught you at the right occasion! I had to come encounter you right away because there is 
something critical that I need to share with the two of you.” 


An expression of concern arose onto Nureyev’s face. “Oh no. What did you partake in this 
time?” 


Mick released a short laugh. “Do not fret! It’s nothing to go haywire about.” 


“Last time you spoke that the entire castle had to go into lockdown.” 


Juno gently pat his husband’s back. “Don’t let it get beneath your skin. I’m pretty confident, 
well, kind of confident, that it isn’t as dreadful as we thought it might be.” 


Mick let out a sigh of alleviation. “I know that we have been relishing each other's company 
for the past few months, and I would love to stay longer, but I do wish to transit home, for I 
am longing for the company I haven’t seen in a long while.” 


“You do not need to leave so soon!” Juno signaled for his husband to help convince his dear 
friend to stay. “I’m sure that you are bound to discover something new to catch your interest 
here!” 


Nureyev, the consort loved by many, let out a soft laugh. “Oh good sir, you do not have to 
stay if you do not wish! However, we will be welcoming our newest addition any day now, 
and I am sure my wife would like you to be there the day they arrive!” 


“Good sir,” Mick began with a smile. “I have kept my presence here for nine months. The 
two of you will have your hands full, and I wish to not disrupt the strict schedule that is to be 


set into arrangement.” 


A new sense began to emerge inside of King Juno’s soul. He couldn’t exactly pinpoint what it 
was, for it was surging like steam from a pot of scorching water. He observed as his good 
friend humored his husband with a joke so detailed, and yet so effortlessly, it was like 
Nureyev had been told it before. Somewhere confidential where he was not in attendance. 
Juno told himself that he was sounding crazy, so he decided to avoid for now. 


Nureyev wrapped his arm around Mick’s, which resulted in a mutual laugh between the two 
of them. “Oh, let’s go out to the garden! The radioactive hydrangions have begun to bloom, 
and on the way, you can inform on the new era of security weapons you wish to release once 
you return home!” 


The two of them turn away from the king whose skepticism increased every minute. He 
watched as they exited the Great Hall, and their echoed laughs could be heard for a while up 
until they faded into stillness. 


“My dear husband is having an affair.” 


It was all so apparent. The mannerisms that he presented outwardly whenever he came into 
contact with this so-called “friend”. He took a seat in a chair nearby from where he stood, and 
thought about everything that he had seen and speculated. 


“The child does not belong to me.” 


What once portrayed itself as a small tide was now a tsunami. King Juno stood from his and 
thrust his hands in the air with disbelief. “HOW COULD I HAVE BEEN SO BLIND?” 
Consumed by levels of anger too high to imagine, he turned to the small bookshelf that had 
been set up on the coffee table beside him, and threw his hand onto it full force, knocking 
everything connected with it to the ground. Tears began to arise in his eyes as he saw his son 
back away from him in fear. 


Helios was visibly shaken by his mother’s outward distress. “Mommy, are you okay?” He 
was unsure of whether or not he should get closer. 


Juno looked up towards him, and noticed that the way he stood reminded him of the way 
Mick stood when he too was faced with something that instilled fear. The silence filled the air 
between them until Juno decided to sound off first. “Jet, bring your presence here. Now.” 


Jet abruptly paused performing the task he was currently on. He poured the last bit of herbal 
tea he had into the teacup, and made his way over to the pair. “Yes, my lord.” He noticed that 
Juno was staring into his son’s soul when he had reached the two of them. 


Juno pointed down his son who looked as though he was about to cry. “Look at him! Does he 
not show similarities with King Mick!? Those eyes as dark as a midsummer night, or his 
posture so cowardly, it is as if the man himself took advantage of my distractions and used 
them against me!” 


Jet Siquliak was a man who usually knew how to keep calm under pressure, and this was no 

different than the countless times that he did not consent to be included in. “I can assure you 

that Helios is, in fact, your son. Your husband would not participate in adultery, for he would 
be forced to put forward so much at the stake both internally and externally.” 


Juno glanced upwards to the man beside him, who was noticeably much taller than he. “Do 
not tell me lies god damnit! Everything has been ruined! My kingdom is nothing! I am 
nothing! My family is nothing! This isn't marriage, it's capital betrayal!” 


Jet released a sigh that had felt as though it had been marinating for years. “I suggest that you 
go out into the garden and have a conversation with the man that you accuse of tainting 
everything you have ever known. Not with forceful interaction, but a verbal interaction 
without the shouting.” 


Although he didn’t want to believe it, Jet was correct. How was he ever to bring justice to 
himself if he did not come in contact to those who wish to destroy it? If he had to be the one 
to figure it out all alone, then so be it. 


Juno, without a word, exited the Great Hall, leaving his nobleman and emotionally distraught 
son to fend for themselves. 


The garden was fairly silent when the king arrived to find his acquaintance sitting all alone 
on a bench not too far from where he stood. The man in which he once assumed he knew so 
well was focusing on the cherry colored dahlias that rested themselves near his feet. Juno 
stepped forward, straightened his back, and enunciated his command with such force that it 
had almost enough power to shake the entire room. “Arise from your seat! No longer shall 
you enjoy your stay here in the castle that you have ruined!” 


Mick arose from his seat, and his tone was full of confusion that not even Juno bothered to 
acknowledge. “JJ, my good sir, on what swift passage has caused you to allow your own 
blood to boil.” 


It was as if Juno was attempting to stare into his poor friend’s soul. “You are aware of the 
exact reason that causes me distress. I have come to the realization that neither child that I 
have chosen to take under my wing are related to me biologically, and by watching the 
interactions occurring between you and Nureyev, for I am to be compelled to realize that you 
were the man who fathered my poor children.” 


The air was still as a cemetery as it filled the room, and Mick was struck with a sense of 
sadness that he had always wished he would never have to experience. “What, on Mars’ red 
exterior, could cause you to announce such weak accusations like that? Why, out of every 
person to ever walk through your doors, would you accuse me of such a heinous 
occurrence?” 


Juno scoffed, and turned away from Mick in disbelief. “It was in your knowledge that my 
husband and I were struggling to begin a family for years. Not one comprised of adoption, 
but one meant to continue my blood line for years to come. Mick, that knowledge became 
valuable to you, and so you chose to use it against me and my entire empire.” 


“You can not be serious!” Mick shouted back in retaliation. “Why would I desire to ruin the 
entire composition of your family?” 


Juno quickly thrust his hands down to his sides. “BECAUSE YOU KNOW HOW 
BENEFICIAL IT WOULD BE TO YOU NAME AND YOUR PEOPLE!” 


The sound of two metal doors closing echoed through the garden, which, as a result, caused 
the two rulers to turn their attention towards the direction of the noise. It was Jet, who was 


carrying a tray consisting of two plates of a savory slice of strawberry cake each, and two tea 
cups filled with freshly made celestial zapple cider. “There was no more herbal tea left, my 
queen, so I had to improvise.” 


Juno smiled and walked over to his nobleman. “You are a lifesaver. Without you, who knows 
what could have happened between me and this disgrace of a human being.” 


King Mick attempted to sway his friend away from these horrible thoughts that plagued his 
mind, but it sadly had no effect. “Juno, please let me-” 


“Enough of you!” Juno brought his hand up Mick’s face ready to attack, but brought back 
down with a sigh. “Return to your chambers. We will discuss the exact process of your 
punishment at dinner.” 


He watched as his newest enemy exited the garden without any extra repercussions. “Now, 
my dear nobleman, there is a task that requires your assistance that I would like you to fulfill 
for me.” 


The corridors that lined the castle were unusually quiet that late afternoon. No maids or 
servants were noted to make their presence known, and it was as if not one single person 
existed inside the confines of the palace. It remained that way for quite some time until quiet 
footsteps began to make their presence known throughout the halls. The steps began to pick 
up speed even though there was no visible threat to be seen, and the tall figure had gone from 
walking to running in a matter of seconds. 


The figure, along with the cloak colored a similar shade to lead, slowed its pace the closer it 
reached to the entrance of the garden. After looking all around for a coast as clear as the 
supposed water on planet earth, the person entered the garden through the door with no 
resulting noise behind them. 


One more quick visual check confirmed that they were safe, and they removed the hood of 
the cloak from the head, which revealed that the figure was King Mick of Mercury. He sighed 
with relief, and went to sit at the nearest bench from where he stood. 


The feeling of being on edge had been prevalent though Mick for hours. It was as if 
something wanted him dead... Someone wanted him dead... Juno... 


“T see that you have arrived.” 


Mick jumped up from his seat and turned to see Jet standing behind him with a tray that 
possessed a teakettle and a singular cup. “Please, I beg of you, do not scare me like that.” 


“My apologies,” Jet spoke out, and Mick noticed that the man, and the tray he was holding, 
was slightly shaking before him. “I have not been feeling my usual self since earlier this 
morning. 


King Mick removed the cup from the tray. “Oh? If I may ask, and why is that?” He brought 
the cup up to his mouth. 


“T suggest that you do not drink that.” 


Mick pulled the cup away and looked at Jet with a look containing a mixture of fear and 
suspicion. “If you did not wish for me to drink it, then why on mars would you bring it to 
me?” 


Jet proceeded to set the tray onto the coffee table nearby. “I am not allowed to say.” 


“The garden consists of only the two of us.” Mick observed Jet stand before him with a 
worried expression on his face. “Unless you consider plant life to possess a sense of self large 
enough to understand human comprehension. Please, inform me what is bothering you, and I 
will do the same.” 


It took a moment for Jet to push away all repercussions he could think of that could possibly 
occur from what he was about to inform the innocent king. “The tea that you removed from 
my presence was poisoned as per King Juno’s orders. He believes that you were committing 


adultery with the consort, and decided to have you murdered in case of the media being made 
aware of the current situations of the castle.” 


Everything between Mick and Juno was shattered. The only friend he had left since the 
beginning wanted him dead, and now he was all alone. No tears existed in his eyes, but just a 
sigh so full of regret from his lungs made an appearance. “Oh. That’s depressing to hear.” 


Jet moved closer to Mick and placed his two huge hands onto each of his shoulders. “Please, 
my dear king, I can no longer stay and work for a man who wishes death upon another who is 
innocent. If all possible, then, may I escape back to Metanoia with you in hopes of a chance 
at a better future?” 


Mick thought the situation over. If he were to oppose the offer, then he would leave this man 

who was just performing his job in immediate danger. If he did take him in, then he would be 
providing the man a future better than one provided here, and he may even become informed 
of new details involving King Juno and his empire that not even he was aware of. 


King Mick of Mercury smiled towards Jet. “I accept your offer, but we must hurry in order to 
not be caught, and, as a side note, I would like to inform you that your helpfulness will be 
remembered for years to come.” 


Jet responded with a smile, and the two of them quickly made their way to the transportation 
bay. Inside it, there were hover cars held in order to be used to travel to and fro. The one they 
chose was one that was monitored the least, and after a few turns and clicks, the car was 
gone, and began to make its way towards the distant Cerberus Providence. 


End Notes 


hope you enjoyed the first act of the story! stay tuned, for there is more to come! 


follow me on tumblr @spicy4verde for updates and more 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


